
The Hi !i cry of Khtg Lett, 

Old man.l my Lord. 

G/^.Then prcchee get thee gone, if for my fake y.j 

Thou wilt orc-takc vs here a mile or twaine 
Ith’way to Douer ; do it for ancient loue. 

And bring fomecouering for this naked foulc. 

Who ile entreateto lead me. 

Oldntan.hhckc fir he is mad. 

Gloft .Tis the times plague, when madmen leade the blinde, 
Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleafurc, 

Aboue the reft, be gone. 

Old man. lie bring him the beftparrell that Ihaue, 

Gome on’t what will. 

Glo. Sirra, naked fellow. 

A^.Poore Toms a cold,I cannot dance it farther* 

Glo. Come hither fellow. 

Edg.Ulcffe thy fweete cyes,they bleed. 

(Jlo.Kno wft thou the way to Doner ? 

Z^r.Both ftile and gate,horfe-way,and foot-path, 

Poore Tom hath bcene fcard out of his good wits, 

Blefie the good man from the foule fiend, 

Fiue fiends haue beene in poore Tom at once, 

Of luft,as Obidicut, Hobbtdidence Prince of dutnbnefie. 

Malm of ftealing,d/«fo of murder yStiberdigebit of Mobing, 
And Trfoking who fincepofleffes chambermaids 
And waiting women, ft^bleffe thee matter. 

Clo. Here take this purfe,thou whom the heauens plagues 
Haue humbled to all ftrokes,that I am wretched,makes thee- 
The happier, heauens deale fo ftill. 

Let the fuperfiuous and luft-dieted man 
That ftands your ordinance,that will not fee 
Becaufe he doth notfeele/eelc your power quickly. 

So diftribution fhould vndcr exceffe, 

And each man haue enough .• doft thon know Douer ?• 

Edg.l matter. 

G/o.Therc is acliffe,whofehigh andbending head 
Lookesfirmely in the confined deepe. 

Bring me but to the very brim of it, 

And 





The History 0} mg Lear '. 

And ile repaire the mifery thou doft beare. 

With fomething rkh about me. 

From that place (hall I no leading need. 

gdg.G iue me thy armc, poore Tom ihall lead thee* 

Enter Conor ill and Baft ard. 

^.Welcome my Lord,! maruaile our milde husband 
Not met vs on the way snow, where’s your Matter ? 

Enter Steward. 

Smv, Madame within,but ncuer man fo chang’d ; I tolde him 
of the Army that was landed,hc fmiled at it,I told him you were 
coming,his anfwer was,thc worfc ; of Glofters treachery, and of 
the loyall feruice of his fonne,when I enformd him, then he cald 
mefor, and told me I had turnd the wrong fidcout, what hec 
ihould moft defire, feemes pleafant to him, what like offcnfiuc. 

<7<w.Then lhall you go no further. 

It is the cowifh curre of his fpirit 
That dares not vndertake,heelnot fecle wrongs 
Which eye him to an anfwer,our wilhes on the way 
May proue cffc<fts,backe Edmund to my brother, 

Haftenhis mutters, and conduft his powers, 

I mutt change armes at home,and giuc the diftaffe 
Into my husbands hands ; this trufty feruant 
Shall paffe betweene vs,ere long you are like to heare 
If you dare venter in your owne behalfe 
A miftrefles coward,weare this fparefpeech. 

Decline your head : this kiffe if it durft fpeake, 

Would ftretch thy fpirits'vp into theayre; 

Conceiue,and faryewell. 

Baft. Yours in the rankes of death. 

(f on. My moft deareGloftcr.to thee womans fefukes are due, 
My foote vfurpes my head. 

■Sr«p,Madame,hcere comes my Lord, 

Exit Steward. 



